THE MANAGEMENT OF  MEN
would have done after such an interlude, crumple
up the piece of paper and throw it into the
wastepaper basket, but merely pushed it aside,
and then looked up at me with that searching
glance which Homer speaks of as vmSpa l$a>v.
Always when Mussolini has revealed even the
slightest glimpse of his inner life, he changes the
conversation; or, in the case of our talks, whose
guidance he had left in my hands, he awaited
a new question. This was what I asked:
"Why do you, even you, make use of the
formula: 'There is no such thing as the impossi-
ble?'You know better!"
"If you are not continually hammering that
phrase into indolent people's minds, they will
go to sleep, and will say to themselves, even
regarding easy and simple matters, that these are
impossible."
"Yet it seems to me," I countered, "that that
is only applicable as an argumentum ad feminam."
"Nothing of the sort!" he exclaimed. "Women
exert no influence upon strong men."
I returned to the question of his own way of
managing men and asked him how he protected
himself against continual interruptions; and
whether he allowed himself to be awakened at
night when there was important news.
"As to interruptions, I protect myself by the